MOSLEM   WOMEN   OF  MOSUL
fleeted on their faces. It is heartrending to see
pretty little children listening open-mouthed to some
horrible tale of sin and wickedness told by a member
of the hareem. It is true there is beauty behind the
veil, but, alas ! it is beauty tainted with the blackness
of sin. How can lives be beautiful when the souls
within are dead?—as dead as sin and sorrow can
make them. Boys and girls grow up amidst sur-
roundings which soon soil their souls ; the " inno-
cency of childhood," so dear to the hearts of English
parents, is unknown in a Moslem hareem.
Many and many a time have I interrupted a con-
versation consisting of things which should not be
spoken of, by pointing out to the women some boys
or girls sitting near by, listening with evident delight
to their unclean talk. Sometimes they would desist,
but as a rule would only laugh, saying: " What does
it matter ? They know all about it I" Oh ! the pity
and horror of it—young lives spoilt and contaminated
almost before their feet have started on the difficult
and perilous walk through life. Is it any wonder
that these children grow up with diseased minds and
deadened souls? Then they in their turn become
the parents of another generation, to whom they
teach the same soul-destroying creeds.
There is no hope for the children of Mohammedan
lands until the mothers have learnt a little of the
meaning of pure life and conversation. There is no
hope for the women while the men are what they
are. The whole system is one of degradation and
vice. When Mohammed, acting under what he
declared to be a revelation from Allah, introduced
the use of the veil, he swept away for ever all hope
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